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antique, on a very curious basso-relievo; the sacrifice to
Priapus; the Egyptian Isis, in the hard, black ophite
stone, taken out of the Pantheon, greatly celebrated by
the antiquaries: likewise two tables of brass, containing
divers old Roman laws. At another side of this chamber,
was the statue of a wounded Amazon falling from her
horse, worthy the name of the excellent sculptor, whoever
the artist was. Near this was a bass-relievo of a Baccha-
nalia, with a most curious Silenus. The fourth room was
totally environed with statues; especially observable was
that so renowned piece of a Venus looking backward over
her shoulder, and divers other naked figures, by the old
Greek masters. Over the doors are two Venuses, one of
them looking on her face in a glass, by M. Angelo; the
other is painted by Caracci. I never saw finer faces,
especially that under the mask, whose beauty and art are
not to be described by words. The next chamber is also
full of statues; most of them the heads of Philosophers,
very antique. One of the Caesars and another of Hanni-
bal cost 1,200 crowns. Now I had a second view of that
never-to-be-sufficiently-admired gallery, painted in deep
relievo, the work of ten years' study, for a trifling reward.
In the wardrobe above they showed us fine wrought plate,
porcelain, mazers of beaten and solid gold, set with dia-
monds, rubies, and emeralds; a treasure, especially the
workmanship considered, of inestimable value. This is all
the Duke of Parma's. Nothing seemed to be more curious
and rare in its kind than the complete service of the
purest crystal, for the altar of the chapel, the very bell,
cover of a book, sprinkler, etc., were all of the rock, in-
comparably sculptured, with the holy story in deep Levati;
thus was also wrought the crucifix, chalice, vases, flower-
pots, the largest and purest crystal that my eyes ever
beheld. Truly I looked on this as one of the greatest
curiosities I had seen in Rome. In another part were
presses furnished with antique arms, German clocks, per-
petual motions, watches, and curiosities of Indian works.
A very ancient picture of Pope Eugenius; a St. Bernard;
and a head of marble found long since, supposed to be a
true portrait of our Blessed Savior's face.

Hence, we went to see Dr. Gibbs, a famous poet and
countryman of ours, who had some intendency in an
hospital built on the Via Triumphalis, called Christ'sItaly for a few shillings from an old
